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SCRIBLERS 
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By ALLAN RAMSAY. 
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You write Pindaricks ! and be ld, 

Write Epigrams for Cutlers ; 
None with thy Nonſenſe will be ſpam' d, 
But Chamber Maids, and Butlers, 
In Yother World expe dry Blows, 

No Tears ſhall wipe thy Stains out : 
Horace ſhall pluck thee by the Noſe, 

And Pindar beat thy Brains out. 
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The SCRIBLERS laſh'd. 


| 7 HAT I thus proſtitute my MUSE 
4 7 On Theme ſo low, may gain Excuſe; 
When following Motives ſhall be 
thought on, 

Re 8 Which bas this dogrel Fury brought 


We 
On. 


5 q I'm call'd in Honour to protect 
q The FAIR, when tret with Diſceſpect: 
Beſides, a Zeal tranſports my Soul, 
1 Which no Conftraint can e*er controul ; 
4 In Service of the Government, 
To draw my Pen, and Satyre vent, 
Againft vile Mungrels of Parnaſſus, 
Who through Impunity oppreſs us. 
Tis to correct this ſcribling Crew, 
Who as in former Reigns, ſo now 
Torment the World, and load our Time 
With Jargon cloath'd in wretched Rhime, 
| Diſgrace of Numbers! Earth! I hate them! 


And as they Merit, ſo I'll treat them. 
| | A | AND 


SS 
AND firft, theſe ill bted Things I laſh, 

The hated Authors of that Traſh, 
In publick ſpread with little Wit, 
Much Malice, tude and bootleſs Spite 
Againſt the S EX who have no Arms, 
To ſhield them from inſulting Harms; 
Except the Lightn'ing of their Eye, 
Which none hut ſuch blind Dolts defy. 


UNG EN'ROUS War! Tattack the FAIR, | 
But Ladies fear not, ye*re the Care SF os I 
Of every WIT of true Deſcent, 4 
At once their Song and Ornament: | J 
They'll ne er neglect the lovely Crowd, q 
But ſpite of all the Multitude | ! * 
Of ſcribbling Fops, aſſert your Caufe, | 8-4 3 
And execute APOLZLO's Laws: of 
APOLLO, who the BARD inſpires 
With ſofteft Thoughts and divine Fires; 
Than whom on all the Earth there's no Man, 
More complaiſant to a fine Woman, | 
Such Veneration mixt with Love, 


Points out a POET from above: 
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But Zanm's void of Senſe or Merit, * 
Love, Fire, or Fancy, Wit or Spirit. 


l 7 | Weak, frantick, clowniſh, and chagreen, 
Pretending, prompt by zealous Spleen 3 * 
T affront your Head-dreſs, or your Bone-Fences 


Make Printers Preſſes groan with Nonſenſe ; 
But while $0 L's Offspring lives, as ſoon 
Shall they pull down his Siſter Moan, 


THEY with low incoherent Stuff, 


3 Dark Senſe, or none, Lines lame and rough, 
without a Thought, Air or Addreſs, 


All the whole Logerhead confeſs. 
From clouded Notions in the Brain, 


NF They ſcribble in a cloudy Strain, 

; 3 Deſire of Verſe they reckon Wit, 

1 And rhime withont one Grain of it. 

J & Then hurry forth in publick Town 

T7 Their Scrauls, left they ſhould be unknown 


Rather than want a Fame, they chooſe 
The Plague of an infamous M U-S E. 
Unthinking, thus the Sots aſpire, 

And raiſe their own Reproach the higher: 


By meddling with the Modes and Faſhions 


Of Women of politeſt Nations, 


E 1 
Perhaps by this they'd have it told us, 
That in their Spirit ſomething bold is, 
To challange thoſe who have the Skill, 
By Charms to fave, and Frowns to kill. 


IF not Ambition, then *tis Spite, 
Which makes the puny Inſects write; 
Like old and mouldy Maids turn'd four, 
When diftant Charms have loft their Pow'r : 
Fly out in loud Tranſports of Paſſion, 
When ought that's new comes firſt in Faſhion; 
Till by Degrees it creeps right ſnodly 
On Hips, and Head-dreſs of the g 
Thus they to pleaſe the fighing Sifters, 
Who often beet them in their Mifters, 
With their malicious Breath ſet ail, 
And write theſe ſilly Things they rail. 
Pimps ! Such as you can ne*er extend 
A flight of Wit, which may amend 
Our Morals ; that's a Plot too nice 
For you to laugh Folks out of Vice. 
Sighing, Qh hey! Ye cry, Alace! 
This Fardingale's a great Diſgrace ! 
And all indeed, becauſe an Ancle, 
Or Foot is feen, might Monarchs mancle: 
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And makes the Wiſe, with Face upright, 
Look up, and bleſs Heav'n for their Sight. 


IN your Opinion nothing Matches, 

, O horrid Sin! The Crime of Patches ! 
i Tis falſe ye Clowns ; I'll make't appear 
The glorious Sun does Patches wear: 

; Yea, run thro' all the Frame of Nature, 
| ou'll find a Patch for every Creature: 
ven you your ſelves, ye blackned Wretches, 
7 o Heliconians are the Patches. 
ö BUT grant that Ladies Modes were Ills 
1 To be reform'd; your creeping Skills 

1 e Rhimers, never would ſucceed, — 
A ho write what the polite ne*er read. 
ro care an Error of the FAIR, 

Demands the niceſt prudent Care: 

k it utter'd in a pleaſing Strain, 

\ Point ſo delicate may gain, 

Pot that's a Task as far above 


our ſhallow Reach, as I'm from 70 / E. 


NO more then let the World be vexed, 
ith Baggage empty and perplexed ; 


($3 
But learn to ſpeak with due Ref peQ, 
Of 16 GIE'ss Breafts, and Ivory Neck: 
Such pur-blind Eyes as yours, tis true, 
Shou d ne er ſuch divine BEAUTIES view. 
If NE ZLI E's Hoop be twice as wide, 
As ber two pretty Limbs can ſtride: 
What then? Will any Man of Senſe 
Take Umbrage, or the leaſt Offence 
At what even the moſt Modeſt may 
Expoſe to Phebus* brighteſt Ray? 
Does not the Handſom of our City, 
The Pious, Chaſte, the Kind and Witte, 
Who can afford it, great and ſmall, 
| Regard well ſhapen Fardingale ? 

And will you; Mag- s, make a Noiſe, 
| You! grumble at the Lady's Choice ! 
Pray leav't to them, and Mothers wiſe, 
Who watch their Conduct, Mien and Guile, 
To ſhape their Weeds as fits their Eaſe ; 
And place their Patches as they pleaſc. 
This ſhou'd be granted without grudging, 
Since we all know they're beſt at judging, 
What from Mankind demands Devotion; 
In Gefture, Garb, free Airs, and Motion. 


t '9 I | 

But you ! unworthy of my —_— | 
Unworthy to be claſs'd with Men! | 
Faſte to Caffar, y e clumſy Sots, 

And there make Love to lhnen. 
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ANOTHER Sett vit Ballads waſto 
Our Paper, and debauch our Taſte | 
With endleſs Jarms on the Street, 
Where Crowds of circling Rabble meet. 
The Vulgar judge of Poetry, 
By what theſe Hawkers fing and err: 
Yea, ſome who claim to Wit amiſi, 
Cannot diſtinguiſh that from this, 
1 Hence POETS are accounted bow n 
| I SCO TLAND a mean empty Crew : * | 
1 Wboſe Heads are craz d, who ſpend their Time, | 
If that poor wretched Trade Ys Rbime, | 
| Yet all the learn'd dilcstning | Part, of 
Of Mankind own the teaVfaly 3 Art By 
Is as much diſtant from fuck Traſh, 
As lay'd Dutch Cbin Rom Sterling Call. Ee. 


198 © 7 


rin Ty n ene 
B 


bee 


|. 


þ =» 


+”. 


L 610 J 
Such magick Pow'r is in their Pen, 
They can beſtow on vorthleſs Men 
More Vertue, Merit and Renown, 
Than ever they cou'd call their own, 
They write with arbitrary Power, 
And pity *tis they ſhou'd fall lower; 
Or ftoop to Truth, or yet to meddle 
With common Senſe. For Crambo didle, 
BUT none of all the rhiming Herd . 
Are more encourag'd, and rever'd 
By heavy Souls to their's allay'd, 
Then ſuch who tell who lately dy'd, 
No ſooner is the Spirit flown, | 
From its Clay-Cage, to Lands unknown, 
Than ſome raſh Hackney gets his Name, 
And thro' the Town laments the ſame : 
An honeft Burgeſs cannot dy, 
But they muſt weep in Elegy; 
Even while the virtuous Soul is ſoaring | 


Turo middle Ar, he bears it roarings 1198 


TH Es E Ila, and many mare Abuſey, 
Which plauge Mankind, and vex the Muſes, 
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On Pain of Poverty ſhall ceaſe, | 7 
And all the FAIR ſhall live in Peace: | 
And every one ſhall die contented, | 
Happy when not by them lamented :; 
For great APOLLO, in his Name, 
Has ord'red me thus to proplaim: 


* FORASMUCHAS a grov'ling Crew, 
* With narrow Mind, and brazen Brow, 
« Wou'd fain to Poets Title mount, 
* And with vile Maggots rub Affront 
/ « On an old Virtuoſo Nation, 


1 Where our lov'd Nine maintain their Station; 
1 ce We order ſtrict, that all refrain 8 


* To write, who Learning want, and Brain; ] 
3 “ Pedants, with Hebrew Roots o'er grown, | 
f « Learn'd in each Language but their OWN, A 
4 Each ſpiritleſs half ſtarving Sinner, 5 
Who knows not how to get his Dinner: | 
« Dealers in ſmall Ware, Clinks, Whim Whams, | 
* Acroſticks, Puns, and Anagrams: | 
&* And all who their Productions grudge, — 
« To be canvaſt by skilful Judge, 

& Who can find out indulgent Trip, 
E Whilft 'tis in harmleſs Manuſcript, 
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6 But to all them who diſobey, 
« And jog on ſtin in their own Way; 
« Be't kend to all Men, That OUR WI L Lis 
e Since all they write ſo wretched ill is; 
« They muſt diſpatch their ſhallow Ghofts, 
« To Pluto's Jakes, and take their Pofts ; 
© There to attend, till Dis ſhall deign 
« To uſe their Works; the Uſe is plain. 


NOW know, ye Scoundrels, if ye ſtand 
To Humph and Ha at this Command, 
The Furies have prepar'd a Halter, 

To hang, or drive ye helter skelter, 
Through Bogs and Moors, like Rates and Mice, 


Purfu'd with Hunger, Rags, and Lice, 


| If c'er ye dare again to Croak, 


And God of Harmony provoke. 

Wherefore purſue. ſome Craft for Bread, 
Where Hands may better ſerve than Head; 
Nor ever hope in Verſe to ſhine, | 

Or ſhare in HOME R' Fate or. 


